The Htftorie tf 

Trin. O my fwect bee fife, I muft ftili be good Angcli to thee, 
themony is paid backe againe. 

Fal. O, I do not like Jhat paying backe, tis a double labour. 

Trin. I am good friends with my father. Sc may do any thing 

Fal. Rob me the Exchequer the fir ft thing thou doeft, and* 
do it with vn waflit hands too. 

Bar. Do my Lord. 

Pritt. I haue procured thee lack* a charge of foot. 

Fal. I would it had bcene ofhorfe. Where (ball I findc one 
that can ftealc wel?0,for a fine i theefe of the ageofxxii. or ther 
abouf, I am hainoufly vnprouided. Well, God be thanked for 
thefe rebels, they offend none but the vertuous*, I laud them, l 
praife them . Prince Bardoll. Bar. My Lord. 

Priu. Go beare this letter to Lord Iohn efLancafter, 

To roy brother Iohn : this to my Lord ofWeftmcrla*4 t . 

Go, Peto, to horfe for thou and I 

Haue thirty miles yet to ride credinner rime : 

lacks rnecte me to morrow intbcT cmple hall, 

Attwo aclockcin theafteraoone. 

There Aral t thou know thy charge, and there recciue; 

Money and order for their furniture. 

Theland is burning, Percy Hands on high. 

And cy thcr they or wc muft lower lie. 

Fal. Rare words ! braue world. Hofies, my breakefaft come- 
Oh, I couldwilh this T auerne were my drum. Exeunt* 

Eater Hotjpur, Worcefter andEhmglas. 

Hot. Well faid, my uobl cScet, if fpcaking truth 
In this fine age were not though flattery, 

Such attribution ihould the'Diw^/kr haue, 

As not a Souldicr ofthis feafoas flatnpe, 

Should go fo general! currant through thewcsld ; . 

By God I cannot flatter, I defie 

The tongues oi Toothers, but a brauer place 

In my harts loue hath no man then your fclfc. 

Nay, taske ms to iny word, approue me Lord. 

Dow. Thou art the king of honour, 

No man fo potent breathes vpoa the ground, 

But I will beard him. Enter one "with letters . 
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Hot. Do fo, and t’rs well : What letters haft thou there I can 
but thanke you. 

CMcf Thefe. letters come from your father. 

Hot. Letters from him? why comcshcnothimfclfc? 

OUeJT. tie cannot come, iny Lord, he is grieuous fick. 

Hot. Zounds, ho w haz he the leifure to be ficke 
In fuch aiuftiingtime? who leades his power/ 

V nder whofe gouernment come they along? 

Mcjf. His letters beares his mind, not I his mind. 

War. I prethee tell me, doth he lceepe his bed? 

'JWeJf, He did, my Lord, foure dayes ere I fet forth. 

And at the time of my departure thence, 

He was much'fcard by his Pliifition. 

ivor. I would theftateoftimehad firftbin whole, 

Ere he by fickneffehad bin vifited : 

His health was neuer better worth then now. 

Hot. Sickcnow, droopenow, this fickaes doth infefi 
The very life-bloud ofour enterprife, 

T’is catching hither, euen to our campc : 

He writes me here, that inward fickncflc, 

And that his friends by deputation 

Could not fo foone be drawne, nor did he thinke it rnecte, 

To lay fo dangerous and dearea truft 
On any fouleremou’d, but onhisowne. 

Yet doth he giue vs bold aduertifepent, 

That with our fmall coniun&ion, we {hould oh, 

To fee how fortuneis difpos’d to vs : 

For, as he writes, there is no quailing now, 

Becaufe theking is certaineiy poffeft 
Ofall our purpofes: what fay you to it? 

Wor. Your fatiiers fickneffe is a maitne to vs. 

Hot. A perilous gaflj, a v . ry lirnme lopt off. 

And yet, in faith, it is not his prefent want 
Seemes more then we {hall find it. Were it good, 

To (ettheexaft wealthofallour ftates,,. 

All a t one call? to J et fc rich a maine, 

On (he nice hazzard of one doubtfull houre, 

It vyere not good, forthcrcin <hould*ve read. , , 
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